Gustave Flaubert Letters

That you get angry with this or that person, is of little
importance if it is a comfort to you; but that you remain
furious, indignant for weeks, months, almost years, is unjust
and cruel to those who love you, and who would like to spare
you all anxiety and all deception.

You see that I am scolding you; but while embracing you, I
shall think only of the joy and the hope of seeing you flourish-
ing again. We are waiting for you with impatience, and we
are counting on Tourgueneff whom we adore also.

I have been suffering a good deal lately with a series of very
painful hemorrhages; but they have not prevented me from
amusing myself writing tales and from playing with my little
children. They are so dear, and my big children are so good
to me, that I shall die, I believe, smiling at them. What differ-
ence does it make whether one has a hundred thousand enemies
if one is loved by two or three good souls? Don't you love me
too, and wouldn't you reproach me for thinking that of no
account? When I lost Rollinat, didn't you write to me to love
the more those who were left? Come, so that I may overwhelm
you with reproaches; for you are not doing what you told me
to do.

We are expecting you, we are preparing a mid-Lent fantasy;
try to take part. Laughter is a splendid medicine. We shall
give you a costume; they tell me that you were very good as a
pastry cook at Pauline's! If you are better, be certain it is
because you have gotten out of your rut and have distracted
yourself a little. Paris is good for you, you are too much
alone yonder in your lovely house. Come and work, at our
house; how perfectly easy to send on a box of books!

Send word when you are coming so that I can have a car-
riage at the station at Chateauroux.
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